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= Lallie Charles 
A NEW PORTRAIT OF LADY MARJORIE MANNERS, THE DAUGHTER OF HER GRACE THE DUCHESS OF RUTLAND 


She walks in beauty like the night of cloudless climes and starry skies, 
And all that's best of dark and bright meet in her aspect and her eyes.—Byron 
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LE PARLE 


Laltie Charles 


MISS HERSEY MALTBY 


The daughter of Lieutenant Maltby, R.N., whose 

engagement to Mr. George Pigot, the son of 

Sir George and Lady Pigot of Warfield Grove, 
Bracknell, is announced 


The Royal Visit to Brighton. 
HE King has immensely benefited 
from his visit to Brighton, and 
there are, of course, many rumours 
of a royée al residence being built 
there in the near future. For 
the present, however, Mr. and 
Mrs Arthur Sassoon’s house 
suffices for his Majesty’s pur- 
pose. It is situated in quite 
the healthiest part of Brighton, 
and its situation is the sunniest 
possible. The drawbacks to 
the house are that it is by no 
means a large one, and that it 
has rows and rows of immediate 
neighbours. In front of the 
house, however, there is a small 
garden which is_ successfully 
hidden from ‘the casual passer- 
by. Here it is that his Majesty 
retires when the morning is 
warm and fine, and where he is 
left undisturbed to complete 
the business of ‘the day. One 
morning last week his Majesty 
paid a visit to Mr: and Mrs. E. 
W. Tower at their beautiful 
home, Old ‘Place, Lindfield, 
near Hayward’s Heath. Old 
Place was formerly a workhouse, 
but has been transformed by its 
present owner into one of the 
most beautiful houses in’ Sussex, 
Delightful gardens surround the 
house, and the Dutch garden, 
one of the sights of the place, 
seemed especially to interest the 
royal visitor, who lingered there 
more than an hour. 


The Blection, 5 
By the time that these lines 
are in print we shall all 
be in the last throes of the 
General Election, Considering 
that it turns on the most im- 
portant issues that the present 
generation has ever seen, it 
is really remarkable how in- 
different to the event the vast 
majority of people seem. I 


am sure if it were not for the many 
posters and placards asking the electors 
to vote for this candidate or that we 
might just as well be plunged in Lent as 
in a revolution, as some people consider 


the present occasion. A Frenchman 
coming to England the other day and 
reading previously tlie terrifying accounts 
of the state of this country as seen through 
the eyes of the different political journals 
could hardly believe his eyes and thought 
he had been hoaxed. From now onward, 
however, there is certain to be a great 
deal of excitement and uproar. How 
heartily thankful we shall all be when 
the political contest is settled one way or 
the other only the average person knows 
For ourselves personally we have been 
utterly tired of it lor a long time. 
A New Town House— 

rs. George Keppel’s lovely new town 
house in Grosvenor Street will in 
all probability be ready for occupation 
by the beginning of the season, and a 
more beautiful residence no feminine heart 
could desire. The house was a little time 
ago the West-end showroom of Messrs. 
Collard and Collard, the well - known 
pianoforte manufacturers, but the interior 
has been almost entirely transformed 
until at the present time it has become 
one of the finest private houses for enter- 
tainments on a large scale of any in 


MRS. GEORGE KEPPEL’S NEW HOUSE IN GROSVENOR STREET 


For many years the business premises of a well-known firm of pianoforte 
manufacturers, 16, Grosvenor Street, has been completely transformed 
under the personal supervision of Mrs. Keppel, 
whose taste and artistic knowledge are well known. 


interior alterations will, it is said, be £40,000 
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the new tenant to be, 
The cost of the 
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Hughes 


MISS MAUDE HYLTON JOLLIFFE 


The second daughter of Mrs. and the Hon. Sydney 

Hylton Jolliffe, whose marriage to Major William 

Wyndham, M.V.O., King’s Royal Rifles, takes place 
on the 3rd of next month 


London. Mrs. Keppel, besides being a 
wonderfully fascinating and charming 
woman, possesses a very considerable 
knowledge of art and things artistic, so 
that her new home is likely to be more 
than. usually lovely. The louse 
has a frontage of 60 [t. in Gros- 
venor Street, and runs right back 
as lar as the mews behind. 
There is a magnificent hall of 
superb dimensions, a_ stately 
dining-room with a magnifi- 
cent Adam ceiling, a ballroom 
45 ft. by 25 {t., a spacious 
drawing-room, and a_ large 
number of bedrooms, Most of 
these will be decorated by 
tapestries, of which Mrs. Keppel 
possesses some rare and beauti- 
ful examples. ‘The cost of these 
decorations is said to exceed 
£40,000, but they will when 
completed make No. 16, Gros- 
venor Street, one of the finest 
houses to be seen anywhere 
about. 


—And a New Hostess. 


hen she has entered into 
full possession of her 
new town house Mrs. George 
Keppel will finally appear on 
the list of ‘great London hos- 
tesses. Her present house in 
Portman Square, ‘although 
rather a large one, is neverthe- 
less too, small for entertainments 
‘on a large scale. ‘This has 
always been ‘considered a great 
drawback in Social circles, where 
the ‘cleverness and'cliarm of the 
hostess has long marked her out 
to be one of the most brilliant 
society leadérs of the present 
day, Certainly with such a 
lovely new mansion at her com- 
mand as the one in Grosvenor 
Street Mrs. Keppe! should be 
able ‘to entertain magnificently 
and well, and London is sure 
to welcome the news with the 
keenest possible satisfaction 


; 
; 
| 
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HEAVEN HELP US! THE VERY LATEST COIFFURES FROM PARIS 


Which introduces, we believe, a novel application of the chignon, whatever that may be. Looking at them from a purely public point of view it appears 
that the back-seated theatregoer had now better resign any idea he might possess of seeing anything of the play and apply himself to philosophical 
meditation on the vanity of woman 


An Adventurous Princess. American Hostesses of London. 
rincess Patricia of Connaught is looking forward with con- he number of American society hostesses is an ever-growing 
siderable eagerness to her forthcoming visit to East Africa one in London. During the season that is before. us 
with her parents. She greatly hopes they will play an even greater part 


that she will be allowed to accom- 
pany some of the hunting parties into 
the field. The young Princess is of 
a distinctly adventurous turn of mind 
and does not know the meaning of 
the word, fear. A few years ago her 
Royal Highness had an adventure in 
Windsor Forest that might easily 
have had a tragical end. She was 
walking alone one day along a by- 
path when a young deer made straight 
at her with its antlers lowered. The 
Princess admits that she never moved 
so quickly in her life. Luckily she 
escaped with nothing worse than a 
severe fright. 


than usual, for several new American 
hostesses have added themselves to 
the already large contingent and have 
taken houses in town and announced 
their intention to entertain on a large 
scale as soon as the new Parliament 
assembles. After Dorchester House 
one of the principal centres of Anglo- 
American society will be Chesterfield 
House, chez the Duke and Duchess of 
Roxburghe. Then the Duchess of 
Marlborough is going to give another 
series of -big dinners and delightful 
small evening parties such as she gave 
last year. Her little son, Lord Ivor 
Spencer Churchill, by the way, has 
benefited greatly by spending. the 
winter abroad. Lady Essex will en- 
tertain pretty largely at Bourdas 
House, and Mrs. J. J. Astor, who has 
now decided to make England her 
headquarters, has taken Lord Sack- 
ville’s house in Hill Street for the 
season. Countess Pappenheim, who 
is one of our most enterprising and 
popular American hostesses, has 
moved to the north side of the 
Marble Arch, and Mrs. Potter Palmer, 
whose charming cotillons at Carlton 
Hous’ ‘Terrace last summer were so 
much talked about, will give some 
balls during the season. Other re- 
nowned American hostesses who are 
likely to live up to their laurels this 
year are Mrs. Ronalds, whose delight- 
this is merely to enable her to ful musical parties are quite an 
record scenes with her pencil and institution; Mrs. Robert Goelet, a 
brush subsequently with greater MR. PRETYMAN sister-in-law of the Duchess of 
fidelity than might otherwise be Ties Gonservativencundidace fon Ghelmetcrds andunialwites Roxburghe ; and Mrs. French Van- 
possible. Lady Beatrice Pretyman, canvassing at Brentwood derbilt. 


A Royal Artist. 


hile the Princess Patricia is in 
East Alrica she proposes to do 

a great deal of sketching, and hopes 
to bring back with her sufficient 
material to paint several pictures for 
presentation to her relatives and in- 
timate friends. Now that Princess 
Louise Duchess of Argyll has given 
up serious artistic work Princess 
Patricia is quite the best of our royal 
artists, and examples of her skill in 
this direction are to be seen at Bag- 
shot Park, Clarence House, Sandring- 
ham, and the Queen’s villa in Denmark 
among other places. She also does a 
large amount of photography, but 
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Manager, Mr. GEorGE EDWARDEs, 


EVERY EVENING at 8.0. 
A Musical Play, 
OUR 


MISS GIBBS. 
MATINEE EVERY SATURDAY at 2. Box-office open daily 10 till 10. 
™ MPIRE. 


“ROUND THE WORLD.” 
LYDIA KYASHT, M. PESHKOFF, FRED FARREN, BEATRICE COLLIER, &c., 
AND SPECIALLY SELECTED VARIETIES. 
EVERY EVENING at 8.0. Manager, Mr. H. J. Hircuins. 


STAMMERING 


PERMANENTLY CURED. 
Booklet of particulars and testimonials from— 
Mr. A. C. SCHNELLE, 119, Bedford Court Mansions, London, W.C. 


LEAMINGTON SPA. Regent Hotel. Ideal Winter Quarters. 
Hunting and Motoring centre. Largest Stabling and Garage in district. 
inclusive terms. ‘Phone 741 Leamington. 


TRURO.—Red Lion Hotel. First class Family. 
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GAlety THEATRE. 
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TLER’S” REST CURIE 
ELECTIONITIS. 


TRY IT YOUR BATH—OR ANYWHERE 
ELSE YOU LIKE. 


FIVE MINUTES’ CONCENTRATED CONSIDERATION Al THE 

ABSOLUTE [TRANQUIEMY OF Sine ABOVE PICTURE WILE RE- 

STORE PEER-OBSESSED OR BUDGET-RIDDEN NERVES TO 
SOMETHING APPROACHING THEIR PROPER CONDITION 


We had intended to keep this page for thrilling pictures of the great fight now in progress: 
but a cursory examination of our contemporaries, daily and otherwise, has led us to insert 
instead the above peaceful scene as something entirely novel and pleasing. Should any fanatic 
wish to find some political significance therein, he ‘can take it as allegorical of the majority 
of the politicians on either side, save that the above have very much less squeak and very much 


more wool as a resultant 
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LADY DE BATHE (‘'MR. JERSEY”) 


One.of the most prominent figures at Monte Carlo 
‘“snapped” with a friend when on her 


this season, 
way to the Nice races recently 


English Visitors to India. 
ach winter the Viceroy of India and 
the governors of the various presi- 
dencies have the pleasant duty of enter- 
taining a good many guests from England 
who come out to spend what is known as 
“the cold weather ’’ and see the wonders 
of our great Empire... This year there 
are somewhat» fewer English visitors at 
Government House, Calcutta, though a 
good many distinguisl 1ed Americans have 
arrived. Among those from England are 
Sir Felix Semon, “the great throat "specialist 
and physician to the King, with Lady 
Semon, who was a charming professional 
singer ‘before her marriage; Mr. Antony 
Rothschild ; Lord and Lady Wy nfold; and 
Sir Richard Paget, who has gone to India 
in connection with railway questions, and 
Lady Paget. From America are Commo- 
dore Morton Plant of the American Yacht 
Squadron, who travelled thither in his 
yacht, Icelander ; Mr. and Mrs. Roosevelt 
Robinson, a daughter and son-in-law of 
ex-President Roosevelt of the United 
States; and Mr. Price Collier, author of 
“England and the English,’ and Mrs. 
Price Collier. 


King Edward’s Hospital Fund. 
“7 he Bank of England has just received 
six subscriptions for King Edward’s 
Hospital Fund which give the royal patron 
quite as much pleasure and gratification 
as any of the great sums which are 
annually subscribed to it. They amount to 
one guinea each, which is carefully saved up 
out of their own w eekly pocket money by 
the six children of the Prince and Princess 
of Wales, and sent every year to “ grand- 
papa’s pet fund.” The Prince subscribes 
£500 annually and the Princess £52 ros., 
and their children have been trained to 
really deny themselves so that they may 
give something in charity, for their pocket 


SNAPPED IN THE SUNNY SOUTH 
M. MAURICE EPHRUSSI 


A characteristic snapshot at Monte Carlo 
of the well-known racehorse owner, who is 
one of the richest men in France 


money does not exceed that of most boys 
and girls of their age, and great pains are 
taken to make them learn the value of 
money and how to spend it wisely. In 
this respect as in many others the Prince 
and Princess of Wales are parents whose 
example might be followed with advantage. 


AT MONTE CARLO 


Mr. Cosmo Bonsor, chairman of the South- 

Eastern Railway, whose genial presence is always 

en évidence at Monte Carlo at this season of 
the year 
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MRS. LEWISOHN 


One of the most prominent of the American habitués 
at Monte Carlo. 


Mrs. Lewisohn is famous for her 
tasteful toilettes 


M.P. and Athlete. 
i ord Wodehouse, who is seeking re-elec- 
~ tion to Parliament on the Liberal 
side, is the son and heir of the Earl of 
Kimberley and an interesting personality. 
He has great political ambitions and is a 
keen sportsman, being perhaps the most 
prominent polo- plaver of the House of 
Commons. He has been a member of the 
Hurlingham Polo Club for nearly five 
years and has several times played on the 
Continent against French and Belgian 
teams, being one of the first young English- 
men of rank to play on the Homburg polo 
ground. He is a first-rate shot and ‘a 
splendid swimmer, being a member of the 
Bath Club, where his “exploits are well 
known. ; 


The Hope for our Young Hopefuls. 
“The success of the Boy Scouts in this 
country has, it appears, spread to the 
Continent, where, in France especially, it 
has taken firm hold of popular opinion. 
Certainly few ideas have proved so suc- 
cessful as this one of Lieut.-General Sir R. 
Baden-Powell’s, or few that are likely to 
have more beneficial results in the imme- 
diate future. But, indeed, the popularity 
of all forms of physical culture grows 
apace, and the advantage to the nation at 
large which is certain to accrue from this 
enthusiasm is incalculable. Men such as 
Lieut.-General Sir R. Baden-Powell, the 
originator of our boy brigades, and 
Mr. Eugen Sandow—the latter of whom 
gave the first real impetus to the advan- 
tages of physical culture in this country 
—are not only benefactors to our young 
men and boys but they are also proving 
of inestimable value to their country in 
teaching the future legatees of the great 
Empire to keep themselves physically fit 
and capable in case of need of guarding 
the power and interests of this country. 
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IN FOOTSTEPS “MR. JERSEY.” 
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i Rita Martin 
A RECRUIT TO THE RANKS OF LADY OWNERS 


A new portrait of Miss Eleanor Souray, who has recently joined the ranks of lady owners of racehorses. 


Cheveral and Limitation, two of her recent 
purchases, were both successful at Gatwick and Sandown Park the other day 
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Monte Carlo. 

HAVE heard of newspaper inter- 
views taking place in very 
strange localities, but I think 
that a record is established 

by one which took place here the 
other day; in fact, it may be said to 
be the outside edge. Imagine Mr. 
Henry Labouchere quietly strolling 
up the steps of the Casino and wend- 
ing his way in the direction of the 
trente-et-quarante room. Behind 
him comes, with solemn steps and 


slow, the sleuth of a local paper 
intent on an interview. Suddenlya 
metaphorical pistol is pointed at 


the veteran statesman’s head and 
a maxim volley of questions is 
promptly fired at him. He is asked 
if he would say anything about the 
political crisis. 

“Oh no,” parried Mr. 
chere, “I’m right out of it.” 

“You may safely say at any 
rate,” laughed the Marquis Rudini, 
“that Mr. Labouchere is not playing 
his own system.” 

The sleuth 
a verbal shot 
Labouchere, “ 
the Budget?” 

“Neither,” he is reported to 
have replied unhesitatingly. 

“That means that you do not 
despair of England which ever side 
gets in?” 

The laconic and emphatic reply 
was, “It does.” 

And then “ Henry” was left in peace 
sitting on a side seat in a rouge-et-noir 
room, pondering on the exceeding great 
enterprise of modern journalism. 


Labou- 


thereupon fired 
direct at Mr. 
Are you for or against 


Lord Westbury, to the infinite sorrow 


of his many friends, has left for Ceylon, 
to return later. He is one of the best- 
known personalities of the principality 
and he is always to beseen in one of those 
places where Monte Carloites foregather, 
the rooms, Ciro’s, the Paris, 
and all the other haunts. 
Rumour hath it that his 
lordship has not been over 
successful within the portals 
of the house of black and 
red of late, and his foot- 
steps have led him many 
times in the direction of 
a certain bank. Lord West- 
bury is a man of infinite 
jest, in which he takes after 
his celebrated ancestor, the 
witty Lord Chancellor 
Westbury, some of whose 
sayings were quoted in a 
recent TATLER. 

Recently I betook my- 
self to the rooms, and in a 
remote recess of the trente- 
et-quarante part of the 
building I discovered Mr. 
Bernard Partridge punting 
away at his wonderful 
system with that gay air of 
insouciance we all know so 
well, On the whole, I be- 
lieve he is one of the for- 
tunate ones, and leaves 
Monte Carlo at the end of 
his annual visit with a fair 
amount of the bank’s money 
in his pocket. At the same 
table were seated Louise 
Duchess of Devonshire and 


her son, Lord Charles 
Montague. 


from 


AT MONTE CARLO 


Lord Westbury, who was one of the earliest arrivals at ‘‘ Monte,” 
and whose genial personality is en évidence everywhere 


The public interest still centres round 
M. de L——, the young Dutch nobleman 
whose high play and wonderful luck have 
made him famous here. One day he 
played from ten to seven, with a crowd 
four or five rows deep watching him. His 
favourite game is roulette, his stake being 
from 15,000 f. to 20,000 f. Ihave seen him 
often win coups of 50,000 f., and more 
rarely 80,000 f. or thereabouts So far, it 
is said, he is about £16,000 to the good— 


CAPTAIN NEALE 


The well-known English military aviator, who is hard at work experimenting with 


Mr. Ballin Hind’s monoplane at Cannes 
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By Philip 
Whiteway. 


many say £24,000. He is a very 
cool player, and the crowd (but not 
the bank) is delighted when he wins. 
Of course the most remarkable stories 
are circulated about his identity, his 
infallible system, his huge fortune, 
and his state of absolute penniless- 
ness. The other day his luck was not 
remarkable ; still before noon he had 
won nearly £4,000. How much of 
this is fact and how much fiction is 
difficult to say, certainly the young 
man has won some very considerable 
sums, but then his capital seems to 
be unlimited, and probably the 
Casino authorities are spreading 
rumours which inflate the real 
figures. It is to their interest to do 
this, for every winner attracts yet 
more players to the Casino, most 
of whom, of course, prove losers. 

I hope this account of the lucky 
Dutchman’s winnings will not 
attract any unfortunate system 
players to the principality as hap- 
pened last season, when a band of 
South African TaTrLer readers notic- 
ing my account of a lucky win 
combined forces and_ visited the 
Mount, with indifferent results. 

Mr. Gailhard at the Windsor, with 
a radiant smile, showed me a letter 
from the Dowager Countess Cowley 
in which she stated that she, in com- 
pany with Lady Feodore Bertie, 
is about to pay her annual visit to 
the hotel on the hilltop. 

Nice. = kd 
ell it not in Radical circles, but the 
annual influx of dukes and their 
duchesses to the Riviera is about to begin, 
or rather it will when they have helped to 
win the General Election for the right side 
— (which ? ). Anyway, a procession of 
stately footmen and other domestics arrived 
last night at the Villa Liserb, Cimiez, 
which the Duke of W estminster has 
taken for the season. The duchess will 
arrive to-day (the t1gth), 
but the duke will not be 
here before the end of the 
month as he will not leave 
England until the conclu- 
sion of the General Election. 

Sir Constantine and 
Lady Phipps are expected 
in Nice shortly for a stay of 
several weeks. Sir Constan- 
tine was formerly minister 
to Belgium, and his diplo- 
matic career was a_ very 
brilliant one. Lady Phipps 
is Russian. 

Emilienne _d’Alencon, 
now Mrs. Percy Woodland, 
is staying with her husband 
at the Hétel de France. 
A. V. Chapman, the well- 
known jockey, is at the 
same house. 
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Cannes. 
“[ here is great rejoicing 
here at the idea of 
having a real live- Eng- 
lish royalty once more in 
the place—the Duchess of 
Albany is leaving Clare- 
mont, Esher, shortly for a 
stay of some weeks at her 
beautiful villa, Nevada. 
Her Royal Highness owns 
the villa, but has not visited 
it for some time. 
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Xs: OR, THE UNKNOWN QUANTITY 


Will he Remove it from his Present Title—of Ex-Premier? 


“THE LATEST PORTRAIT OF MR. BALFOUR 


Lord Newton is with him in the big picture. Some fervent Tariff-Reform politicians, of whom Mr. Chaplin is one of the leaders, might say that our title-— 

X, the unknown quantity—describes Mr. Balfour only too successfully as for many years his indefinite attitude on fiscal reform was more clouded than 

cleared by the abstract speeches he made on the subject. To remove from this page any suspicion of philosophic doubt we have introduced that down- 

right squire politician, Mr. Walter Long (on the left), whose best-remembered feat was that he put his foot down on rabies and stamped it out. 
Mr. Chaplin (on the right) is, of course, the agricultural mouthpiece of the shires and a fervent Tariff Reformer 
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NCLE THAT ILOVE,—I'm so ill, 

so terribly, badly, awfully ill in 

bed—of course, you can’t be ill 
anywhere else with comfort. No, 
apres*tout, reassure your kind heart as 
M. Beéaucaire says. I’m not really at 
death’s.door; I’m just ill enough to be in 
bed and yet not bad enough to be un- 
able to take interest in the kind inquiries 
and the flowers and books that arrive 
every day. Between you and me it’s only 
the “flu and a touch of after effects of 
Christmas-Nouvel-An. On the whole I 
enjoy it; I feel that I’m quite an interesting 
person, and the dear little French doctor 
who first came to see me made me roar. 
He was so funny in his little frock coat 
with his quaint old specs and country 
death-bed manner. He seems rather an 
ass though, so Gauthier- Villars, to whom 
the Browne 
sheepdog flew 
for advice, sent 
along his cousin, 
Jousset. 


o e 
iI felt much 

honoured, 
for Dr. André 
Jousset is a very 
big personage 


in the Parisian 
world of science 
and doesn’t put 
himself out for 
anybody, hence 
infer, uncle dear, 
that Iam some- 
body. People 
generally haveé 
to go and see 
hianes tous she 
doesn’t olten dis- 
turb his big self. 
He’s very big 
physically as 
wellas famously. 
He prescribed 
bed and a rest 
and something 
mixed with 
Vichy water 
every two hours, 
and told me not 
to let myself be 
worried. When 
by that time I 
began to feel 
quite sorry for myself he added, ‘‘ And 
when you're tired of doing that you can 
get up and go out for a sharp walk.” 
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efore this sudden and dangerous attack 
happened along, dearest, I went to 
Arlette Dorgére’s big soirée-reception- 
private-theatricals affair. It was rather 
amusing. All the actresses and demi- 
monde of Paris were there. I went under 
Gauthier-Villars’s wing disguised as an 
actress, and Browne sheepdog was dis- 
guised as a demi-mondaine—she looked 
the part with a great deal of imagination; 
however, she did her best. It was all very 


gay. Arlette Dorgére was supposed to 
have written the little revue that was 


acted by herself and a few cronies; but— 
and it is hardly a secret—Noziére, the 
well-known journalist and author, was 
responsible for it. It was very décolleté 
really even for private theatricals, and the 
ladies present who were not actresses 
seemed quite shocked and put on their 
most virtuous take-your-country-cousin 
(male)-out-for-a-walk-on-Suuday expres- 
s10n, 


riscilla im FP 


hen a French gay dame starts an 
exhibition of virtue and shocked 
modesty she takes the cake and. the bath 
buns and the charlotte - russe all rolled 
into one, and next to her the sheepdog 
appears a godless, self-abandoued female. 
So when at the end of the revue a young 
person came on to the stage arrayed ina 
crinoline frock made to take off the gay 
ladies were horribly scandalised, for with 
the taking off of the frock everything 
came off; and if I meet that young person 
when I’m a hundred I shall still be able 
to ask her if the beauty spot I noticed 
somewhere or other—and which moreover 
I greatly admired—still exists. Entre nous, 
uncle, it would all have been much wickeder 
—and wickedness was what they aimed 
at in that vevue—if there had been less of 
the calling-a-spade-a-spade business and 


A SCENE IN 


“THE GAY CITY” 


Paris as the imaginative tourist expects to find it.—From ‘ Puck’’ 


a bow of black velvet under the young 
person’s crinoline. When you overreach 
the mark you obtain an unexpected result 
often, and in this case when one felt for a 
moment shocked or disgusted at a spade 
one found oneself bored todeath and indiffe- 
rent at the next spade when it came along. 
tt # ca 
ncle, I was almost forgetting to tell 
you the lovely story about Jules 
Moy, who sings and monologues so 
amusingly at the Boite a Fursy. Jules 
Moy is a—well, vou wouldn’t ask him his 
Christian name after one glance at his 
nose. The other day while he was per- 
forming a young man came in rather 
noisily and went on talking after he sat 
down. The Boite is a very small place 
and the noise was most disturbing to Moy 
and to the audience. Moy stopped his mono- 
logue to stare hard and humorously at the 
disturber, who shamelessly stared back and 
remarked, “ Well, you’re not going to eat 
me, are you?”’ Moy shook his head and 
sighed. “Alas, no,” he murmured, “my re- 
ligion forbidsit.” The young man did not 
interrupt Moy again that evening. I think 
it was awfully cute of Moy, don’t you? 
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ALIS. 


¢~dmond Rostand is showing a nasty 
‘orrid disposition, and has started 
several—what do you call ’ems?—law- 
suits because the papers have been 
talking too much and giving the general 
public tips about Chantecler. If he finds 
out that I told you the little ’ve heard. 
about it, do you think he will law-suit 
me, uncle? If he does I shall go to 
court—do you go to court yoursel! if you 
have a lawsuit?—every day in a new 
frock, so it will cost vou quite a_ lot, 
uncle dear. Anyway, I believe Chantecler 
may be all very well to read, but as a 
matter of stage effects I’m certain it will 
be a gigantic fiasco. 


it it % 

“The great sculptor, Rodin, has nearly 
finished the monument he has been 
commissioned to make to glorify the name 
of the world- 
famous Trench 
painter, Puvis de 
Chavannes. The 
other day Rodin 
hunted up M. 
Bouvard, di- 
rector of the 
Services d’Archi- 
tecturede la Ville 
de Paris (what a 
mouthful !), and 
inquired as to 
where the monu- 
ment shall be 
placed. M. Bou- 
vard requested a 
week in which 
to think it out, 
and at the end of 
that time simply 
declared that 
there was no 
room in Paris 
foritatall, What 
will happen? 
No one knows ; 
one can only 
hope that Rodin, 
who is a quick- 
tempered man, 
will not treat 
M. Bouvard too. 
much likea lump 

ol wet clay. 


André de 
* Lorde has. 
just been decorated with the violet ribbon, 
uncle dear. It’s a great honour, of course, 
only a few hundred thousands of school- 
masters, bakers, butchers, and actors have 
it. This is how it came about in M. de 
Lorde’s case. Last year the dwarf, 
Delphin, was on tour with Cochon 
d’Enfant, de Lorde, and Raphael’s play. 
While he was at Lyons (not the Popular 
Café; the town in France is the place I 
mean) the Ministre d’Instruction Publique 
et des Beaux Arts, M. Doumergue, alter 
having inaugurated a few schools and 
public buildings, popped into the theatre 
and saw the performance. Alter it was 
over he called little Delphin into his noble 
presence aud said, “ Well, my young friend, 
and what may Ido for you?” Delphin, 
who is already decorated with the dis- 
tinguished violet ribbon, unselfishly said, 
“ Decorate my papa.’ ‘“ And who is your 
papa, my dear Delphin?” “Why, M. de 
Lorde, who wrote the play,’ said the 
Cochon d’Enfant. And so the affair came 
about. The story must be true for Delphin 
tells it himself. Good night, uncle mine. 
It is now time for my hot-water bottle.— 
Your own Prisciiua. 
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A BELLE OF THE BALLET. 


From a drawing by Miss Bert 


A STUDY OF MLLE. EYMONNET, A CHARMING PARISIAN. DANCER 


Who is well known to habitués of the Parisian Opera House, Recently the ballerinas of the Paris Opera caught the popular epidemic and went on 
strike; but such an institution as the ballet could not be allowed to disappear, and the management quickly capitulated to the demand for a higher 
salary which these charming dancers had instituted. Attention is requested to the beautiful line work in the above sketch, wh ich is by a young artist 
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HE box office gave us little or no 
hope except that which conceals 
itself behind pillars or is hidden 
in the back rows of the various 

circles, so there seemed nothing left 
for us to do but to make our exit 
gracefully and with as much im- 
pressive dignity as possible, gaze 
with an anxious expression up 4 “and 
down the street as if searching for 
our lost equipage, keep an eye upon 
the beliveried flunky who mounts 
guard outside, and then when he 
had conveniently turned his back to 
slip quietly round the corner and 
enter the portico bearing the some- 
what hopeless and certainly plebeian 
title of the pit. 


bo te 


omehow one feels oneself to be 
almost a historical personage 
when one enters the pit at Drury 
Lane. Countless pictures by Row- 
landson and other bygone caricatu- 
rists representing flamboyant females 
with unruly corsages and huge- 
mouthed men gaping vacantly come 
at once into mn but Iam bound 
to say in deference to “ the creature,’ 
who generally manages to look nice, 
that the similarity of these pictures 
with ourselves ended entirely with 
the environment. Indeed, so smart 
have the suburbs made this part ol 
a theatre in these modern days that 
even the stalls wear a somewhat 
ruffled look when they perceive the 
elegance with which the parts be- 
hind are so generously besprinkled. 
It even surprised ‘the creature,” 
who hearing that there was not a 
single seat to be booked in the 
whole house, and being informed by me 
that she would have to go in the pit, 
thought that we should spend the alter- 
noon surrounded by orange peel and 
stifled by the fumes of stale beer and 
peppermint. But so resplendent have the 
much-despised pittites become that Sur- 
biton on Sunday could not 
appear more gloriously 
arrayed, while as for pepper- 
mint there Was not one 
offender among them; on 
the contrary, we all munched 
the most expensive choco- 
lates, took tea and] bread 
and butter with the greatest 
elegance, and talked simper- 
ingly about The Blue Bird and 
sy mbolism. Oh I can assure 
you it was a most cultured 
afternoon, this matinée at 
Drury Lane, and | dread to 
think to what heights of 
PGES ete criticism the 
gallery may not be in- 
dulging i in. 
ut 
may as well state before 
I go on any lurther that 
Aladdin is one of the very 
best pantomimes that Mr. 
Arthur Collins has ever given 
us. Even on the first night 
I am told it was a really 
excellent show, but as a rule 
a pantomime—like old port 
—greatly improves’ with 
time. For this reason I 
always put off my visit 
until things have settled 
down as it were; hence this 
somewhat belated criticism. 
All the same, Drury Lane at 
Christmas-time is invariably 


M. BOTREL, THE FAMOUS SINGER-COMPOSER, 


D 


The packed house, the 


a*sight to see. T 
faces, the shouts of 


rows of eager 


childish laughter, and the roar of welcome 
when any genuine favourite makes his or 


MISS MARIE STODDARD 


Who is presenting an amusing entertainment on American lines 


entitled ‘‘ Vaudeville Frivolities”’ at the Alhambra 


her appearance, must really be seen to be 
believed. ‘There is always such a good- 
hunioured camaraderie, too, between the 
actors and the audience which though it 
may not conduce to art nevertheless makes 
the entertainment a hundred times more 
jolly. For instance, they will sit with the 


M. Botrel is to be sued for 100,000 francs for publishing an act of ‘‘Chantecler” 
in his revue, ‘‘La Bonne Chanson,” by ‘‘L’Illustration, which paper had bought 
the rights for no less than 1,000,000 francs. 


a singer of Breton songs 
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IN HIS STUDY 


M. Botrel is famous in Paris as 
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utmost patience while Mr. George Graves 

gags his way through a scene in the 
obvious hope of coming across something 
really funny in his remarks, and with the 
least excuse, such as a rather point- 
less diatribe upon the Roman baths 


or a penguin laying an_ egg, 
burst into a perfect hurricane of 
eppause: 


% c 

M:: Wilkie Bard as Widow 

Twankay seems much more 
certain of what he is going to 
do than Mr. George Graves, and 
he has really worked up his part 
until, with Mr. George Ali as the 
dog, Bolo, it is one of the best 
things in the whole pantomime. 
Miss Marie George is also a delight- 
ful Aladdin and plays the véle as 


if it really were a véle and not 
something to be dashed through 


and treated as if a pantomime cha- 
racter was like nothing human on 


this earth—as it generally is not. 
Miss Truly Shattuck sings quite 


beautifully and makes a most attrac- 
tive il somewhat overpowering 
figure as the Prince Pekoe. Nor is 
Miss Ida René any less charming 
though she has far too little to do, 
and her delicate art is lost among 
the huge spaces of old Drury; but 
she sings so prettily and dances so 
neatly ‘that she quickly becomes a 
universal favourite. Moreover, the 
management is to be congratulated 
on weeding out—let us hope for 
good and all—that befeathered lady 
in tights with a pair of massive legs 
and a still more massive trunk. 


Hana 


2 * ca 
here are, however, several other 
characters which though not of 
supreme importance are nevertheless 


necessary for the fun of the thing. For 
example, there is a gentleman who has 
legs that could almost be measured by the 
yard and who might very well, as Widow 
Twankay suggested, be used 
to clean out the sink pipe. 
He has the most enormous 
feet, too, and occasionally 
his legs become so enravelled 
that he has to be untied as 
it were, and of course we 
all laugh ourselves hoarse 
at that. There are also two 
ladies and a gentleman who 
eat fire like a boy eats 
Christmas pudding and who 
seem, at least the elder lady 
does, to thrive marvellously 
upon such diet. Nor must 
1 forget to mention two 
comic policemen who might 
very well be learning rinking 
if one judged by the number 
of times they had to sit down 


unexpectedly. There are also 
charming ladies who loll 


about the stage and perform 
sundry trivial duties necessary 
to pantomime—not that we 
would be without these dam- 
sels forworlds, for they are part 
of the Christmas show, and 
they seem as much at home 
in the street of Pekin as at 
the North Pole—all of which 
shows a cleverness which few 
of us could hope to emulate. 
Indeed, there is no_ better 
return Jor your money to be 
seen anywhere 1n London 
than Aladdin at Drury Lane. 
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STRONG SHOOTS ON THE POLITICAL TREE 


And Mr. John Burns’s Expression of Horror at the Battersea Revolt. 


MR. AMERY r 1 MR. S. J.. HOARE AND HIS WIFE 
Candidate for Wolverhampton (East), had a most is ; P f Lady Maud Hoare, who have worked so hard in 
brilliant career at Balliol, Oxford, organised ; the Chelsea division, for which Mr. Hoare is 
the ‘‘ Times” correspondence in South Africa, 2 Unionist candidate. Mr. Hoare is a strong 
and has spoken and written on Tariff Reform Tariff Reformer 


THE HON. NEIL PRIMROSE, THE SON OF LORD ROSEBERY THE HON. EDWARD CADOGAN 
Who is standing as Radical candidate for the North Cambridge (Wisbech) The son of Lord Cadogan, the late Viceroy of Ireland, who is contesting 
division. He is suffering at present from an accident which he recently King’s Lynn in the Unionist interest against Mr. T. Gibson Bowles, the 
sustained in the hunting field but is plucki!y working in his constituency versatile Radical candidate 


Inset is a snapshot of Mr. John Burns realising that Battersea is bucking and that his seat is hardly a certainty 
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BY 
RICHARD 
KING. 


Some New-Year Novels. 
ROVIDING that the pleasure is not 

too long drawn out or too often 
repeated there is a certain charm 

in meeting alter a considerable 

lapse of time the old and so-often-avoided 
acquaintances of long ago. I say pro- 
viding, however, because it so often 
happens that these are the very persons 
who believe that because they have 
shaken our hands a count- 
less number of times and 
told us their opinion about 
the weather.and their own 
health during an all-too- 
lengthy period of years it 
gives them the right to 
be somewhat over familiar 
and impertinent. Like 
certain relations who, 
having never once been 
admitted into one’s own 
intimacy, have long ago 
included one in theirs, with 
the result that they pass 
their time in telling us 
their mind—a thing which 
is invariably so dreary 
and uninteresting unless 
one happens to be in love 
with it, which is seldom 
the case. Also, even if they 
do not drive one wild— 
these old acquaintances— 
they send one to sleep; 
though in that instance, 
at least, they have their 
benefit, for in this tire- 
somely strenucus age of 
hurry-up and worry a 
really efficient soporific has 
its undoubted advantages. 


& i 


A New Book with an Old 
Method. - 


ut i! old acquaintances 
are rather pleasant to 
meet at lengthy intervals 
and lor a few brief moments 
only—for do they not 
heighten the good !ortune 
of the present by exempli- 
fying the boredom from 
which we have escaped? 
—how much more enter- 
taining is it to come across 
old familiar laces in fiction 
where, as everybody knows, 
we can shut them up and 
throw them [rom one end 
of the room to the other 
when the novelty of their 
reunion with us has begun 
to pall. Thus it was that 
I really rather enjoyed 
reading “ Mr.” Leslie Mortimer’s new story, 
“The Men we Marry” (Long). It is 
crammed full of all those people with 
whom even the most unsophisticated reader 
has loug ago become familiar. Who does 
not know the handsome, vicious, bullying 
villain who ruins the life of his pure- 
hearted and over-generous wife, leaves 
another woman with a baby, fascinates 
and marries a third, spénds the rest of his 
wicked lie in assuming different names, 
forging cheques, and eventually comes 
to a violent and all-too-well-deserved 
disaster ? 


the very busiest men in London. 


A Terrible Marriage. 
ie the present instance he is called Oscar 
Chetwynd, and-he is married to one 
of those pure, noble, brave, rather depress- 
ing women who upon obtaining a divorce 
carry tragedy written all over their faces, 
and at most inopportune moments say, 
“Never marry, my sweet; never marry! 
You don’t know what brutes men are.” 
And when I add that this much-wronged 
woman has since her divorce become famous 
as a novelist, who, however, finds her most 
blissful moments among her chickens and 
kittens and puppies, you will, of course, 


AUTHOR, PAINTER, AND KING OF CATERERS 


Mr. Joseph Lyons, who is seen above in the conservatory of his charming house. 
Mr. ‘‘Joe’’ Lyons claims to feed 500,000 people every day, and is probably one of 
In spite of his scarce leisure he has written at least 
one novel and is also a landscape painter of more than ordinary merit 


know her very well indeed. Moreover, 
vou will also be well acquainted with 
Lady Angela, her devoted Iriend, another 
tragedy queen in embryo, as she is not yet 
married. Shehas, of course, refused peers 
and millionaires, cela va’sans dive. She 
also speaks of her masculine ideal thuswise : 
“T should like to marry a man of the 
people, a man with a masterful mind and 
strong will, a man to make or break 
me.” Ido not quite understand yet what 
being broken by a man really means, 
but I suppose Lady Angela eventually 
got what she desired seeing that she 
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married the villain, Oscar Chetwynd, 
who cut an abscess from which she 
suffered so unskilfully that she very nearly 
bled to death. But, really, what could any- 
one expect from a husband at whom when 
he was walking in the Bois de Boulogne 
all the pretty actresses in Paris winked 
outrageously ? 
i it Ao2 
A Rustic Star. 
ut Ihave forgotten to tell you about 
the innocent country girl who loved 
the villain not wisely but too well, and 
then spent the rest of her life cursing the 
father of the inevitable 
results. It was she, too, 
who once brandished tlie 
table knife before her be- 
trayer’s eyes and made 
him cower. However, it 
will be more than suflicient 
for me to tell you that 
when having to face the 
world alone with her child 
she discovered that she had 
a voice, which when she 
sang to her landlady was 
so beautiful that it made 
that good lady weep. 
Naturally, too, her lovely 
singing was heard by a 
great foreign musical im- 
presario through an open 
window, so you will recog- 
nise her very well. But 
when I add that she be- 
came eventually world- 
famed as a singer and at 
last. married a prince but 
never forgot her poor but 
honest’ parents you will 
probably say, “ Yes, yes, 
we all know about that, 
but do tell us something 
{resh.”” And really I shall 
not be able to do _ so 
unless, that is to say, you 
have never heard of a 
villain being eaten by a 
dog, in which case you 
will do well to read “ The 
Men we Marry,” for it con- 
tains the above startling 
dénouement, and is perhaps 
the only really original 
thing in the whole book. 


it & 


Excitement and Suspense. 
© the front of Miss 
Florence \Varden’s 
exciting new mystery story, 
“The Matheson Money” 
(Long), is the face of a 
young woman with a 
“teethy ’ smile and a look 
somewhat of Miss Gertie 
Millar and Miss Lily Elsie 
wearing their most “ post- 
cardian”’ expression. In- 
side we are given the information that the 
illustration ‘is reproduced by kind permis- 
sion of the editor of ‘London Opinion.’ ” 
This we can well imagine was not difficult 
to procure because most people would have 
been only too glad to get it taken off the 
premises by anybody whosoever. “ The 
Matheson Money” is, however, a most 
exciting story, and if we were tempted to 
look at the end long belore we had arrived 
at the middle it must not be supposed 
that it was from a feeling of boredom, 
but rather because so intense was the 
excitement and suspense that in vulgar 


(Continued on p. 68) 
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BEAUTIFUL MANNERS. 


Lallie Charles 
DIANA, MARJORIE, AND VIOLET, THE THREE DAUGHTERS OF THE DUCHESS OF RUTLAND 


The Ladies Marjorie and Diana Manners, the eldest and youngest daughters, in particular have inherited many of the artistic qualities of their mother, 

who a long time ago earned for herself the title of ‘‘the artistic duchess.” They have made a name for themselves as clever amateur actresses, and on 

one never-to-be-forgotten occasion ran an entertainment on behalf of charity almost entirely unaided. All three girls are enthusiastic sportswomen, and 
during the season are to be seen out with the hounds, Lady Diana is here taken for the first time after putting up her hair 
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WITH SILENT FRIENDS—continued. 


parlance “we could contain ourselves no 
longer”? and were positively obliged to 
look. We can heartily recommend. this 
tale to those who like to be thrilled and 
have their hair stand on end; that is 
to say, if they possess any, because for me 
personally it does not greatly 
apply, alas ! 
Mr. Nat Gould. 
M:: Nat Gould, his pub- 
lisher, Mr. John Long, 
informs us, is ‘‘the author 
with the largest public,” so 
that we have no longer any 
qualms within us that the 
advance of education has in 
any way deteriorated the 
public’s standard of literature. 
For myself I must confess I 
have read very few of Mr. 
Gould’s ever-increasing deluge 
of new books, but I believe 
that most of them deal with 


racing stables, heroes and 
villains of the turf, ladies of 


title, trainers’ daughters, and 


devoted myself. Moreover, I believe I 
could even have found out a more 
plausible story to put people off the scent 
revarding the legality or otherwise of her 
parents’ marriage. In this matter he 


bungled fearfully, and I am not at all 


vivid descriptions of well- 
known meetings. Yet I have 
always envied the unfailing 
regularity with which new 
novels issue from this author’s 
pen. Sometimes it even seems 
as if each fresh Monday morning brought 
me lis “‘latest story.” Indeed, I can 
imagine him sitting at his library ee 
off romances as a journalist reels off “ 
clusive information.” These are, of omic 
accurately and with superhuman speed 
taken down by an ever-growing number 
of typists, who in turn despatelr them to 
Mr. Long, who on his part 
commissions somebody or 
other to design a cover 
illustration somewhat re- 
muniscent of the advertise- 
ments of a well-known em- 
brocation; or it may even 
be that his publisher keeps 
these pictures in stock. The 
printing is put in hand at 
once and with the utmost 
dexterity for fear that two 
of these latest stories should 
happen to overlap; and 
then, alter the final issuing 
of it to the press and public, 
there you are. “The Dapple 
Grey,” which is the last of 
these racing stories to be 
received by me, will doubt- 
less be as interesting to all 
the countless readers of Mr. 
Gould’s works as any of the 
others—at least to those who 
have not already read it, for 
it has run through its first 
edition. Two new stories 
by Mr. Gould will be issued 
shortly, and they will cost a 
shilling. One can forgive a 
good deal at that price. 


Sweet and Simple. 
eu he Anger of Olivia’ 
(Mills and Boon), by 
Mr. Thomas Cobb, is a pretty 
little story of no great 
pretensions but invariably 
charming throughout. Olivia 
is a delightful girl, and we 
can quite understand ‘Derrick 
Selwyn falling in love with 
her because it did not take 
me long to become most 


The above cartoon, from the “ 


THE GERMAN POINT OF VIEW 


Madame Sarah Bernhardt and Madame M. Steinheil 


Two recent caricatures from *“* Lustige Blatter’”’ 


surprised that people began to shake 
their heads and talk it over more than 
ever. And Olivia’s mother was such a 
charming woman too, and I greatly sym- 
pathised. with her for not feeling herself 
capable of telling her daughter that she 
and her father were never really married. 


However, “ all’s well that ends well,” and 


A SCENE OUTSIDE THE BELGIAN ROYAL PALACE 


The Crocodile: Permit me, dear ladies, to weep with you 


€8 


Kikeriki’’ (Vienna), depicts an imaginary scene outside 
the Belgian royal palace on the occasion of the demise of the late King Leopold 


“The Anger of Olivia’ comes to an end 
with the usual happiness and marriage 
bells ; all of which contrives to make Mr. 
Thomas Cobb’s new story a very pleasant 
little book indeed, and one that will enter- 
tain a great many people. 
vt 3h i 
Light and Witty. 
F or light, extremely 
berusine. “and witty book 
I can recommend Mr. Cosmo 
Hamilton’s resuscitation of 
Brummell entitled ‘* Brummell 
Again” (Mills and Boon). It 
is just the sort of book for a 
rainy day or when there is a 
fog, and can be picked up and 
Jaid down at the wish of the 
reader and without losing any 
of its enlivening eflect. Mr. 
Hamilton is invariably read- 
able, and he excels in the 
style of light philosophy of 
which this his latest book is 
composed. It should be a 
very popular volume among 
all,those who like their litera- 
ture up to date and light. 
tt % cs 
A Good Novel. 


[2 


the publisher’s announce- 


ment of Mrs. Ellen Ada 

Smith’s new st:ry, “The 

Busybody”’ (Long), I. read that “It is 
a fascinating history in which human 
nature rings true all through, the cha- 
racters are living menand women, and the 


dénouement, though unexpected and dra- 
matic, will be felt to be the only logical 
outcome of the previous happenings. It 
is a story to be read and enjoyed, not 
skimmed ”’—all of which 
leaves me very little else to 
say. If, however, | may be 
allowed a word of my own 
as it were | should like to 
say that it really is a story 
of more than average merit, 
written with a sense of style 
somewhat uncommon in 
these days of fiction in 
superabundance, and _ con- 
taining moreover that dis- 
tinct and personal touch 
which at once raises a work 
of imagination out of the 
general ruck and places it 
among those which to the 
critical reader are alone 
worthy of being read. 


as Trend 


RRS Seis ironesty IS 


A Racehorse Romance. 
And if “ Garryowen ”’ 
i (Fisher Unwin}, by 
Mr. H. de Vere + Stacpoole, 
is in no way to be compared 
to his previous books—‘* The 
Crimson Azaleas,” ‘‘ The 
Blue Lagoon,’ or even 
“The Pools of Silence ’’—it 
is undoubtedly an attractive 
story. It is the romance of 
a racehorse and is chiefly 
connected — with people 
associated with the turf, but 
besides these things there is a 
more than usually charming 
love story, running all the 
way through, which finally 
adds a note of poetry to a 
story dealing for the most 
part with. very practical 
affairs. 
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CAUSE AND EFFECT. By Will Owen. 


Leading Lady: What caused the fire? 
Walking Gentleman: Why, old Muggins, who was playing the villain, threw his lighted cigarette into the snow 
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THE SEARCHLIGHT IN SOCIETY 


Our Open Letter. 


EAR MADAM,—American women 
owe their social success to many 


different causes—to their wit, 
their beauty, their riches, some- 
times to their supreme impertinence. 


With a due share of these good things 
you are indebted for some of yours to 
your marriage with an Irishman. 

You hold, and have held, for some time 

1 fine position as a hostess. The story 
goes that you married first in the filties, I 
think in 1858, and when quite young 
took as your husband a certain Colonel 
Ritchie, who died in 1864, and left you a 
widow with two small children. And 
his death made a really pathetic incident 
as he was killed during the American 
War, and by a sad coincidence your 
father was also killed on the same 
day and in the same battle. How- 
ever, time brings its compensations, 
and in 1867 you married again and 
took as your second spouse Mr. John 
George Adair, a big, wealthy Irish- 
man ‘who owned a place i in Queen’s 
County and who lelt you his entire 
fortune. 

No doubt in those days you 
were a handsome, attractive woman, 
for even now you are tall, with a 
fine figure, good if rather large 
features, and a marked dignity ‘of 
manner and deportment. And you 
dress well in the rich, matronly style, 
wear good jewels, ‘and altogether 
make a smart appearance, and this 
in spite of the fact that, much to 
your friends’ regret, you have during 
the last few years been troubled with 
your eyes, indeed, with partial blind- 
ness. But your chief fame has been 
made as a hostess, and for a 
moment I must go back to the 
incidents of your first marriage. 
Those who know declare that most 
of your supreme social success is 
due to the fact that you resided 
great deal with your husband at 
Melton, which then as now was one 
of our smartest hunting centres. 
You were clever as well as rich and 
good-looking, and you made many 
useful friends who served you well 
when you began a career in London. 

Social life was no doubt your 
métier, for after Mr. Adair’s death 
in 1885 you at once began a festive 
crusade which has lasted down to the 
present period. And you have all the 
necessaries for such a campaign. You are 
extremely rich, and own at the present 
moment three fine residences in the United 
Kingdom. Besides your big London house, 
30, Curzon Street, you have a home near 
Ascot that you christened Adair Place, and 
also Glenveagh Castle near Letterkenny 
in Ireland. 

At the former you give dinners, balls, 
and concerts, and also parties and dances 
for children. Your fancy balls are noted— 
of that much more anon—and so are your 
dinners and concerts. By the way, you 
are a pioneer in social matters, for you 
started the fashion of round dinner tables 
and also were one of the first hostesses to 
give smart concerts before Easter; and 
these musical evenings were preceded by a 
dinner to about thirty guests at the big 
round table in Curzon Street. Your house 
is, Of course, most tasteful, has silk-lined 
walls, some good pictures, and any amount 
of costly French furniture. Then at Adair 
Place you give parties for Ascot and a 
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regular series of week-end frolics all 
through the months of the summer season. 

Iam alraid that I must set you down 
as a worldling, for those of us who go 
to your house are aware that we shall 
never meet there anyone who is not strictly 
“in the swim’”’—smart, rich, clever, or 
beautiful. No poor relations or country 
cousins are ever admitted within the care- 
fully-guarded doors of either of your 
exclusive houses. But you have a certain 
solt corner in your heart, and this, I think, 
is given to children, for your children’s 
parties, although strictly smart, are always 
amusing, and you do your level best to 
please your small guests and tomake them 
happy. I remember once, some years ago, 


you gave achildren’s party at the Botanical 


Lafayette 


MRS. ADAIR 


gardens in Regent’s Park—in those days 
something of an innovation—and_ it 
proved great fun, as a few “ grown-ups 
were asked and all sorts of up-to-date 
amusements provided. 

NowI must hark back for a moment 
to the topic of your various residences. 
When I said that you had three hand- 
some homes in the United Kingdom the 
sentence was written with intention, for 
besides all these you have a house—and a 
spacious one—that you have built on the 
plains of Texas, for you own a ranch in 
that district which in itself is a small 
kingdom. It is said to be the second big- 
gest ranch in the world, and covers no less 
than 1,250,000 acres, and the income de- 
rived from the cattle alone is said to 
amount to £40,000 per annum; and you 
often cross the pond and make a long stay 
on your property in Texas. 

The last time you went, if I mistake 
not, you took your niece, Miss Post, who 
is only daughter by her first marriage of 
your younger sister, the beautiful Lady 
Barrymore. And writing on your travels 
recalls to mind that you were one of the 
many smart folk who went to the durbar 
in India ; in fact, you were what we used 
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Adair. 


in those days to call a “durbarite.’ And 
you did the thing in fine style, took your: 
own chef with you, and when there gave 
a great many smart parties; in fact, you 
helped to do the honours for Lord 
Kitchener at his beautiful official residence 
known as Snowdon. As it happens it is 
curious that you should only live two 
doors away from another rich and hos- 
pitable American, Miss Van Wart, who 
resides at 32, Curzon Street, and to whom 
I may some day write one of my letters, 

Not every hostess is lucky enough to 
give what ae be called a record enter- 
tainment. Of late there has been a de- 
cided slump in such festivities; but Louise 
Duchess of Devonshire gave a fancy ball 
in 1g02 that will go down to history, and 
you had one that ran it a good 
second only a year or two afterwards. 
ITsaw the show and can even now 
recall many of its splendours. Your 
house was turned into a fairyland 
of floral beauty; the entrance hall 
had been decked with red rambler 
roses, and each room was wreathed 
with roses and with trails of smilax 
and other creepers, Then you re- 
ceived your guests at the head of 
the stairs wearing the wonderful 
[Empire gown in which you appeared 
at the durbar fancy ball at Delhi, 
and your lovely sister, Lady Barry- 
more, helped you to receive, and 
her exquisite eighteenth- -century cos- 
tume was perfect i in every detail. 

I must not forget to say that at 
the last moment there had been a 
set-back as the authorities had put 
their veto on the wearing of Court 
dress and of uniforms, so each man 
had to.don fancy dress, which to 
some proved rather a_ deterrent. 
However, the scene was extremely 
brilliant. There were two sets of 
quadrilles which bid lair to keep 
their place in our social annals; 
one of these—perhaps the prettiest 
—was the Irish quadrille, and the 
other was called the Goddesses’ 
quadrille. All the girls who danced 
in the former were Irish, with 
the exception of the above-men- 
tioned Miss Post, and several of 
them are now married, but their names 
were then as follows: Lady Beatrix Tay- 
lour, Lady Aline Dawson-Damer, Lady 
Blanche Conyngham, Miss Claire Stoplord, 
Miss Napier, Miss Claire Frewen, and 
Miss Beresford. Four of them wore white 
crépe de chine frocks embroidered with 
shamrocks, and the other four silver-tissue 
dresses veiled in green chiffon and embroi- 
dered with velvet shamrocks, and each 
had in her hair an Irish harp and a 
wreath of shamrock. 

The Goddesses—most of whom are now 
married—were in those days Miss Diane 
Sturt, Miss Violet Monckton, Miss Alex- 
andra Fellowes, Miss Horner, Miss Violet 
Vivian, Miss Paget, Miss Viola ‘Tree, and 
Lady Juliet Lowther. They were all ex- 
tremely tall, all wore white, and looked 
like eight beautiful young giantesses. 
Perhaps the great sensations of the evening 
were Princess Hatzleldt as Queen Esther 
and Mrs. George West as Theodora. Alto- 
gether your fancy ball was a splendid 
success. —I remain, dear madam, your 
sincere admirer, Caxpipa. 
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‘What is—ah—your particular walk—ah—that is to say, your—ah—limp in life?” 
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HE lot of the man who dislikes 
politics must have been by no 
means a happy one in this 
country during the last few weeks, 

for he must have felt even as an unhappy 
man who loathes tobacco feels when shut 
in a closed-up railway carriage with hallf- 
a-dozen men smoking shag. The air is 
thick with controversy, and every hoarding 
is shouting its message and aflecting the 
eye with gaudy and many - coloured 
posters. The newspapers are crammed 
with political oratory, the illustrated 
papers are filled with the portraits of 
public men more or less distinguished. 
Even the comic press gives a political 
tinge to its jokes, and thus makes 
them more depressing than ever. 


No Escape. 
nd so the man who yearns to 
escape from such topics may 
well exclaim in the language of 
Milton’s Satan :— 
Me miserable! Which way shall I fly? 
Which way I fly is hell. 
I happen to know one of these 
sufferers, and have heard from him a 
description of some of his recent 
woes. He has to travel by train 
into the City and home again every 
day, and it is at such a time that he 
is tortured day by day. He told me 
the other day that he could under- 
stand the feelings of the Psalmist 
when he complained of being com- 
passed about by bulls of Bashan, 
animals which my friend regards as 
mild domestic pets when compared 
with suburban politicians. 


ate 


A Cross-fire. 
e knows what he is in for 
directly he enters the train, 
for it matters not whether he is with 
strangers or with acquaintances. 
The ordinary glum and frigid silence 
of the Briton is abandoned, and an 
utter stranger will suddenly ask my 
friend point-blank, “‘ What do you 
think of that scoundrel, Lloyd 
George's latest?’ or, “Have you 
seen what that fellow, Lord Curzon, 
has had the assurance to say?” It 
is of no avail that my poor friend 
explains that he takes not thie 
slightest interest in what has been 
said by either or both of the poli- 
ticians named or by any other poli- 
tician that ever lived. He is in for 
it, and by seeking to oppose nobody 
he is regarded as the enemy of all. 
: : co 
Most Embarrassing. 
once had a most embarrassing experi- 
ence in regard toa local controversy 
in a northern town. I knew nothing 
about the matter but I happened to sit 
between two gentlemen who held violent 
and opposite views about it. They were 


big men and truculent also. And _ the 
worst of it was that they not only 
argued across me but they argued 


through me. That is to say, each told 
me just what he thought about the other 
and appealed to me for my candid 
opinion. It was in vain that I tried to 
compromise and to trim, for I saw full 
well that they were rapidly leading up 
to that climax which is reached in 
nearly all such controversies sooner or 
Jater, and in this case it came early in 
the proceedings. 


The Inevitable Climax. 
he reader may have noticed reports of 
“scenes? in town councils or similar 
assemblies, and if so he will also have 
noticed that they follow certain well- 
known lines. In the printed account the 
remarks of the combatants become shorter 
and shorter until at last that sound old 
phrase, ‘“‘ You're a liar,” is rapped out, and 
the reporter puts in the word, ‘‘ sensation.” 
This occurred when my two friends were 
contending with each other, and the worst 
of it was that one addressed me in this 
way, ‘‘ Well, one of us is a liar—which is 
it?” I tried to soothe them by suggesting 


MISS GERALDINE FARRAR 


The beautiful singer in the character of Mignon at the Metro- 


politan Opera House, New York 


that it was at least conceivable that both 
could be so described without putting any 
undue strain on language. For the first 
time they were united in a fit of common 
indignation, and I only escaped violence 
by openly avowing that I was a bigger 
liar than both of them put together. 


te 


Day by Day. 
ow this sort of thing is going on daily 
in nearly every railway carriage, on 
every ‘bus, and wherever men come 
together for any purpose. The most meek 
and inoffensive citizen suddenly finds him- 
self in the midst of a whirlwind, and 
before long he is bound to call someone 
or other a liar merely as a matter of self- 


defence and to show that he is a man olf 
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By Spencer 
Leigh Hughes. 


proper spirit. Some authorities advise 
one to aim such a remark at the smallest 
man in the group, but that is not always 
sound advice, for little men are often 
terribly pugnacious. I once knew a very 
little man who was also a cripple, and he 
was the terror of his native town, for he 
had a way when infuriated, which 
happened not infrequently, of suddenly 
removing his wooden leg and doing 
terrible execution with it. Thus while 
one is bound in honour to call someone 
a liar, great care must be taken in select- 
ing the gentleman who is to receive this 
attention from you. 
3 ie % 

Gathering Storms. 

s in great national disputes so 

in these smaller controversies 
which break out in railway car- 
riages and elsewhere, the combatants 
generally begin in a style of frigid 
politeness. At times of election all 
men like to use a certain amount 
of parliamentary phraseology, and 
every man who is worth his salt will 
begin the most commonplace utter- 
ance by the remark, “I venture to 
say.” And in the earlier stages the 
most emphatic repudiation of any- 
thing in the nature of personal or 
offensive language will be made by 
all. But the combat deepens, and 
I have seen two bland and smiling 
gentlemen who have begun by cour- 
teously, venturing to differ slightly 
end up their dispute within a. few 
minutes by having their noses close 
together, their faces livid, and ex- 
changing the most appalling curses 
in panting whispers. 
co) % 

The Common Lot. 

robably each one of my readers 

has been called a liar during 

the last month. I hasten to add 
that I have no doubt whatever that 
the insult has been undeserved, but 
my friends may take courage, for 
this is the common lot of men. 
The word, liar, means just at present 
any man who does not share your 
views. It is used for purposes of 
convenience—it is at once short, 
sharp, and decisive as well as brief, 
bright, and brotherly. And after 
all it saves a world of trouble, and 
thus if the reader likes to apply the 
little descriptive term to me I shall 
make no complaint and no retort. 
The Psalmist on one occasion 
labelled the whole human race in 
this way, and who am I to pretend 
to be better than my fellow men? 
Indeed, I regard the man who 
would deny the accuracy of such a charge 
as being a self-righteous prig and guilty 
of spiritual “swank.” S..L. H: 


A Novel Club. 


“Lhe two popular crazes that seem really 
to have caught and held our fickle 
fancies are puzzling and _ roller-skating. 
But puzzling is an expensive mania, and 
many of its devotees are not rich’ enough 
to spend a guinea or so every time they 
want a new puzzle, so an enterprising 
lady has supplied this long-felt want by 
opening a library for puzzles in Bond 
Street. A subscription of two guineas 
for six months and a charge of sixpence 
per puzzle entitles the subscriber to as 
many puzzles as he or she may want. 
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ONE FOR MOTHER. By H. Cowham. 


‘Daddy, Miss Fawcett at school says I’m descended from a monkey” 
‘*Not on my side, my dear” 
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“WY HAVE never taken the least interest 
in politics. These sorts of things I 
must confess have always bored me 
immensely.” 

“Not like golfing, motoring, or bridge.” 
There was a suggestion of contempt in the 
girl’s voice. 

“Not one little bit,’ replied her com- 
panion frankly. 

* Look here, Hilda,” he went on after 
a pause, during which he made a thought- 
ful study of the pretty side face turned 
towards the window. “Let us drop this 
notion of my going into Parliament. [or 
my part I could never understand why 
any sane man wants to get there. Am- 
bition, I suppose, love of power, and that 
sort of thing. Anyway, the notion cer- 
tainly doesn’t appeal to me.” 

“Have you no sense of duty, Gerald? 
Do you never think that a man in your 
position has his responsibilities, his——”’ 

“Hang responsibilities! I have got 
enough of them without adding to them. 
No, Hilda, it is no good discussing the 
matter. I was never intended for what | 
believe is called public life. I know my 
limitations. I could make an ideal lius- 
band, for example, but——”’ 

The girl jumped up from her chair ; her 
eyes were very bright and her face flushed. 

“Listen to me, Gerald. I am in 
earnest about this. You must go into 
Parliament. You have a great position, 
great wealth, and I believe you have far 
more brains than a great many people at 
any rate who are in political life. They 
want a man badly to contest Bartley. 
Mr. Snookes, the agent, told meso. They 
would simply jump at you.” 

Sir Gerald Ventley smiled; the idea of 
Mr. Snookes jumping at anyone or any- 
thing amused him. 

“Snookes can’t jump,” he said, “he 
is too fat.” 

“Will you go to Bartley?” asked the 
girl impatiently. 

The man looked at the pretty, flushed 
face which was very close to his, and with 
an effort refrained from kissing it. 

“No,” he said pleasantly, “I don’t 
think so.” 

Miss Storey walked towards the window 
and looked moodily out into Grosvenor 
Square, and her face hardened. 

““T don’t believe, Gerald, that you 
really can care a bit about me,” she said 
presently. “1 must bore you awlully.” 

“Only sometimes,” replied the man 
with a laugh. 

There was a prolonged pause. The 
girl remained at the window endeavouring 
apparently to detach the tassel from the 
blind cord, whilst the man stood with his 
back to the fire gazing with interest at a 
portrait of Mrs. Storey on the wall opposite. 
Suddenly an amused look came into his 
eyes. He walked over to the window and 
took the girl’s hand in his. 

“By Jove! Hilda,” he exclaimed, “ you 
are right. I shall go to Bartley, I shall 
see Snookes; I shall—goodness knows 
what I shall do; and I shall set about 
doing it at once though it is a bore having 
to leave you. Still, you are right; there 
are duties and responsibilities one must 
attend to. Good-bye.” 


‘“Ohe Latler’s” 
THE BARTLEY 
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ort Story 


CANDIDATE. 


By Walter T. Roberts. 


The girl’s eyes brightened and her face 
softened as she looked up at him. Then 
he kissed her, and the next instant was 
gone. : 

For the next week or so Miss Storey 
was very happy. Gerald sent her long 
typed letters from Bartley telling of lis 
exploits in that constituency. [le was 
very busy making acquaintance with the 
electors and in studying up matters con- 
nected with Bartley life. “There were two 
commodities on the manufacture of which 
Bartley apparently depended for its exist- 
ence. Gerald went most minutely into 
the details of these industries. The 
housing and education questions were pro- 
blems also that a large portion of the 
Bartley electors were interested in. 


. Gerald’s letters dealt at length with the 


general aspect of these matters and how 
they affected Bartley in particular. Then 
came piles of pamphlets and sheaves of 
statistics, all of which Sir Gerald Ventley 
earnestly besought Miss Storey to study 
carefully. 

“My dear girl,” he wrote in one letter, 
“you have no idea how interesting these 
subjects are until you come to study them 
carefully. I want you to make yourself 
quite familiar with all the books and 
pamphlets | am sending you so that we 
may discuss them together. You were 
quite riglit to send me here. Iam getting 
on famously. One of the electors, a fellow 
named Brand, is a very decent chap. We 
go motoring a lot together about the 
constituency and we have had some shoot- 
ing and generally bridge in the evening. 
Iam working like a nigger. I am sending 
you a fresh box of pamphlets and 
books.” 

Something like a frown passed over the 
girl’s face as she finished this letter and 
her eye caught a pile of pamphlets in the 
corner. Gerald had been away nearly 
three weeks at Bartley. She didn’t like to 
go out much without him, and she was 
missing a great many dances and various 
other pleasant entertainments. Whilst 
struggling frantically with some industrial 
statistics that evening instead of going to 
the theatre and afterwards to a little 
supper party she suddenly thought of 
Gerald’s letter. 

“ Motoring, shooting, and bridge in the 
evening,” she exclaimed, and then she flung 
the pamphlet she was reading into the 
corner. 

The next week Sir Gerald came up for 
the week-end. He didn’t look precisely 
worn-out with work but he declared he 
had been working tremendously hard. 

“Tam almost sure to be at the head of 
the poll, Hilda,” he said with enthusiasm, 
“and then, my dear girl, we shall go to 
live at Bartley. It isn’t a very nice place 
to live in. You know what sort of a place 
a manufacturing town is, and it is nearly 
always raining there, but neither of us will 
mind that. Of course we shall come to 
London when Parliament is sitting but we 
will always spend the autumn and a good 
part of the winter at Bartley. I have 
practically taken a house there.” 

Miss Storey looked attentively at him 
for a moment, then she sighed a little. 

‘Perhaps you won't get in,” she said. 
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“Sure to,”’ exclaimed Sir Gerald cheer- 
fully ; ‘“‘and now, my dear girl, study up 
these pamphlets and books I sent you very 
carefully. I want to discuss them with you 
when I have time.” 

The following Monday Sir Gerald re- 
turned to Bartley; the election was to 
take place in another week. Miss Storey 
didn’t study the pamphlets but she read 
every line of the election news from Bart- 
ley. The contest was apparently going to 
be a close one; all the papers said so. 
The general opinion, however, appeared to 
be that Sir Gerald Ventley would head 
the poll. “His personal popularity is 
immense,” an opposition paper admitted. 

“T suppose we shall have to live at 
Bartley,’ said Miss Storey. Then she 
rang the bell. 

“Will you take away all these books 
and papers,” she said to the servant, point- 
ing to the pile of pamphlets. 

At length the polling day arrived, and 
late that night Miss Storey received a 
telegram from Sir Gerald informing her 
that he had been beaten by thirty-two 
votes. 

The following day the defeated can- 
didate presented himself at Grosvenor 
Square. 

“T made a good fight for it, Hilda,” 
he said, “ but I didn’t begin early enough. 
Next time——”’ 

The girl raised her face to his. ‘‘ Ge- 
rald,” she said gently, “I don’t think 
that——” 

* Think what, Hilda?” 

“T don’t think I want you to have any 
next time.” 

When she looked up again the man 
was laughing. 

“You certainly were. not meant for 
public life,” she said with dignity, moving 
away from him. 

“TF you don’t kiss me, Hilda,” he said 
deliberately, ‘“‘I will get Snookes to find 
me another constituency.” 

For a moment the girl hesitated—then 
she kissed him. 

Artistic Princesses. 
Among the many artistic gifts possessed 
by the ladies of our royal house 
that of painting is developed to a high 
degree by at least three. of them. These 
are Princess Louise Duchess of Argyll, 
who adds sculpture and excellent needle- 
work to her long list of talents, Princess 
Victoria, and Princess Patricia of Con- 
naught, who has studied art seriously 
for several years under various masters 
and whose pictures reach a really high 
level of excellence. One of them, a lovely 
study of a sunset on the Mediterranean 
from Malta, hangs in the drawing-room 
of Queen Alexandra’s villa near Copen- 
hagen and is one of her Majesty’s prized 
possessions. Princess Patricia has often 
been urged to exhibit her paintings, but 
has so far resolutely declined. However, 
it is quite likely that some of her water- 
colour drawings may be seen at one of 
the London galleries this year, and she 
hopes to make many additions to her 
portfolio during her coming tour in East 
Africa with her parents. 
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THE PRINCESS MAHARA, AN EX-PRIESTESS, ELECTRIFIES VIENNA 


An Indian princess, Mahara, whose portrait is seen above, is at present making an enormous sensation in Vienna by her wonderful snake 
dances. Princess Mahara, who is of the highest caste and has been a priestess in India, has complete control over very large snakes, which follow 
every one of her movements without harming her. The princess handles these powerful snakes with ease, laying them around her neck like a boa and 
round her body like a chain, until the reptiles literally cover her from head to foot. Dancing between lighted braziers. the movements of her dance 
cause the smoke to appear as following her, producing a very novel effect. Princess Mahara isa most interesting artist, and her appearances have brought 
together some distinguished audiences. At the Court Theatre, Coburg, all the members of the royal court were present to witness her dances 
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4th LALLA ENO. 407 


A COMPLETE MODEL VILLAGE, PERFECT TO THE TINIEST jg 


; THE MAIN VILLAGE STREET A GENERAL VIEW OF THE WoObpg 
A glimpse of the miniature village of Fountains. Every building is complete in detail Where the working boys look as if they al 


AN ARTISTIC RIVER VIEW AN ELIGIBLE SITE AT FOUNTAINS THE SQUIRE'S MAN 
The lock gates work exactly the same as full-sized Here is seen the football ground with a band stand. In the background is The furniture of the rooms ist 
locks a farmhouse with stockyards all complete The billiard-room is fitted witha 


A YOUNG GIANT CROSSING A BRIDGE AT FOUNTAINS : THE VILLAGE CHURCH RAIDED 
The tiny river is stocked with a number of fish. A country house is seen in background The comparative size of the creepers is the only thi 


If the tiny people who have emigrated to Olympia only knew it they might settle in this country permaneatly without inconvenience, for there is a little village built by the boys of th 
paste-and-cardboard village protected from the weather but a collection of solid stone, cement, brick, and iron houses and buildings which lie on a considerable piece of the countrys! 
which ring by automatic action, and inside is perfect in every detail ; organ, pews, pulpit, lectern, and all are there. In the same way every house has internal fittings exactly the same ® 
is ready for some aristocrat of Tiny Town to take up occupation. A river runs through this marvellous village, which is called Fountains, and the ruins of the famous abbey are all t 
which passes a typical river bungalow on the banks. One can even arrive by train, for there is a wonderful railway station complete with good sidings, and the safety of travellers 18! 


like giants of old as they keep the public roads 1 ‘ 
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ETAIL, BUILT BY A FARM SCHOOL AT REDHILL IN SURREY. 


=RFUL VILLAGE OF FOUNTAINS A BUSY SCENE AT FONSHAM RAILWAY STATION 
d eaten of Wells’s ‘‘food of the god<” Although only 20 ft. long it boasts of every accessory usual to the ordinary station 


IN AT FOUNTAINS ONE WAY OF SPRING CLEANING THE RUINS OF FOUNTAINS ABBEY 
amplete to the smallest detail. One of the boys of the farmhouse ‘‘putting things straight” in a model A replica in miniature that has a place in the wonderful village 
1 orthodox slate-bedded table house of Fountains 


3Y A TRIO OF YOUNG GIANTS A 20-FT. LONG SIATION Photographs by Charles J. Clurke 
= which strikes one as unreal in the whole picture Every detail is perfect. The signal box and station are faithfully reproduced down to the smallest detail 


Philanthropic Society's Farm School at Reduill which would nearly fit them. The marve's of this splendid constructive effort would call forth admiration from anyone. It is not a 
and are capable of resisting the ravages of the weather as successfully as any full-sized house. The village church is really wonderful and has a clock in its tower, a peal of bells 
a full-sized house would have. The squire’s mansion even has a fine billiard-room with a proper slate-bedded table, the gardener’s house is built in the grounds ; in fact, the property 
re. Over the river spans an iron-girdered bridge capable of bearing the weight of a human being, and on the upper reaches of the river real working locks control the flow of water, 
arded by working signals and every device which is adopted by our most up-to-date railroa-s. The pictures convey a splendid idea of this fairy village, through which the boys stalk 
Jer and attend to the necessary repairs on the estate 
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“THE BELLE OF THE BOULEVARDS” IN U.S.A. 


Mille. ValesKa Suratt Scores a Huge Success im New York. 


COQUETRY—SATANELLA TRIFLES WITH SIR HARRY, TO THE AMAZEMENT OF THE VALET DE CHAMBRE 


Mile, Valeska Suratt is at present appearing in a somewhat lurid one-act Parisian playlet entitled ‘The Belle of the Boulevard,” which is being played at 
one of New York’s principal theatres. Miss Suratt takes the part of Satanella, the Queen of the Boulevards, while Mr. Jack Henderson enacts the part of 
a young Englishman, Sir Harry Davonant. The character of ‘‘the Slave to Perfume” which Mlle. Suratt presents is one familiar to American visitors 


CONQUEST—SIR HARRY DAVONANT SUCCUMBS TO THE CHARMS OF THE BELLE OF THE BOULEVARDS 


abroad, where it is in evidence in the salons of fashion as well as in the gilded resorts which tourists frequent. Thus in the addendum to the cast we 
further learn that the costumes, scenic settings, and furnishings employed represent the greatest outlay ever invested in a vaudeville act, and with the 
jewels worn make the fabulous total of £12,000 
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THE PALEER. 
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Thank Antipon Company for Recovered Beauty of Figure. 


Two Desirable Things. 


LAUTY and strength in either sex are two 
such desirable things that. they may be 
described as priceless blessings, for with 
them sound health must necessarily be 

included; neither beauty nor strength in the 
fullest sense are possible without excellent 
health. Those who are much over-stout can 
possess none of these things in a high degree. 
Obesity brings more ills in its train than even 
some stout persons seem able to imagine. 
Ladies, particularly, look upon the zesthetic side 
oul, and deplore the loss of their good figure 
and good looks. 


te ie 
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Contented Correspondents. 


Amongst the many hundreds of grateful letters 

received by the Antipon Company from 
men and women residing in all parts of the 
world, it is gratifying to learn that the improve- 
ment in health alter a course of Antipon is as 
much a subject of gratulation as is the wonder- 
ful recovery of normal weight and beauty of 
proportions which all who have tried 


the exterior is restored to natural shapeliness, 
the cheeks, chin, shoulders, the limbs, the waist 
and hips, all subside into graceful lines of 
beauty. 


towards the development of excess fat. This 
being done simultaneously with the elimination 
of the unwholesome fatty deposits, the cure is 
complete and permanent, and good lood in 
plenty is the best recuperative both during and 
after treatment. Antipon has a fine tonic effect 
on the digestive system and promotes an eager 
appetite. Perfect health must inevitably be the 
invaluable result of such a generous, rational, 
and scientific régime, totally opposed to the 
drugging and starving methods of temporarily 
reducing weight at the expense of health. 


tt 


Reduction Extraordinary. 


he most sanguine persons, when adopting 
Antipon as a cure for obesity, are amazed 

at 1ts weight-reducing powers. Within a day 
anda night of the first dose there is a marked 
decrease—something between 8 oz, and 3 Ib. 
(the degree of stoutness has to be taken into 
account)—and then every day following is a 


have experienced. 
plete—beauty, health, 


these valuable authentic 


offices of the Antipon Company. 
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Physical Beauty. 


A 


From a Photograph. 


Legging makers of every description. 


The trinal recovery is com- 
and 
reader of THe TATLER is at 


slender waist is not everything. 
eliminates all the superfluous fatty matter 
wherever it has accumulated ; 


Antipon 


strength. Any 
liberty to examine 
testimonials at the 


Stout Lady: 


Slim Lady: 
take Antipon ; 


Perfect Health. 


“The 


great root evil, 


Antipon 


so every part of viz., 


Sree a Burton 


ORIGINATORS & SOLE MAKERS 
nee QAfm vue. 


SEMI-RIDING KNICKERS. 


Cut on the same lines as Riding Breeches—full on the Thigh 
—free from drag—very clean at the Knee—they will be found 


specially suitable for Walking, Golfing, . Fishing, 
Shooting, Riding, &c. 


MATERIALS.—Real Harris and Lewis Tweeds, Cottage, 


Mayo and Irish Homespuns, Donegal and Kenmare Tweeds, 
Shepherd's Checks, &c., &c. 


FOR COLONIAL WEAR.—We recommend our celebrated 


Triple-Yarn-Proofed Washing Garbette: guaranteed 
thoroughly thorn-resisting and waterproofed. 


A_PERFECT FIT guaranteed by using our Simple Self- 


100 PATTERNS POST FREE on application. 


Greatham, East Liss. 
I am very pleased with the way in which my order was 
executed. The Cubbing Coat, Semi- riding Knickers and Gaiters 
fit splendidly. R. T. G. (Major). 


REID BROS. 


Sporting Tailors and Breeches Makers, 
NORFOLK HOUSE, 209, Oxford St., LONDON, w. 
Telegrams; “ Tristan, London." Telephone: 8306 Gerrard. 


SHAPED 
RUBBER HEELS 


THE 
DAINTY HEEL 
FOR 
DAINTY FOLK 


CONTAIN MOST & BEST RUBBER. GIVE 
GREATEST COMFORT & LONGEST WEAR 


Men's. Ladies’. 


1/6 1/- 


per pair. 


Ask your Bootmaker for 
“O'SULLIVAN'S.” 


Where your bootmaker cannot supply, 
send P.O, and outline of heel to 
Sole Manufacturers : 

The B. F. GOODRICH CO., Ltd., 
7, Snow Hill, London, E.C. 


Antipon treatment is restful, nourishing, 
and reconstructive. 
the persistent bodily bent 


delightful step towards permanent recovery of 
all desirable bodily conditions. 


“Oh! I never seem to enjoy my 
meals soe yet I get stouter every day!” at te Fc 


“My dear, you must do as I did, 
now I can enjoy anything, 
and have lost ¢ stone and three-quarters." 


Antipon is sold in bottles, price 2s. 6d. and 

4s. 6d., by chemists, stores, etc., or in the 
event “Fe lifficulty may be had, on remitting 
amount, carriage ‘paid, privately packed, direct 


from the Antipon Company, Olmar Street, 
London, S.E. 


WINCARNIS 


The Great Winter Wine Tonic. 


PREVENTS COLDS, CHILLS, AND INFLUENZA. GIVES THE 
STRENGTH THAT LASTS. 
against colds and culls at 


Colds and Chills, sc: oer 


Wincarnis—take it regularly in Winter, just as regularly as you wear 
your overcoat at this time of year. Wincarnis forms a lining of heat 
inside the body, its warm glow of comfort makes you fit to face the 
coldest day. Take a wineglassful before going out of a cold night or 
directly you come home after attending a concert or theatre, and your 
whole system will vibrate with that feeling of warmth and comfort that 
compels you to acknowledge its goodness. When travelling put a 1/- 
flask in your pour it is a real safeguard against a chill—and it is so 
nourishing! Till in the coupon below and get a trial bottle now. 


Antipon removes the 


If you would be fortified 


POST THE FREE COUPON NOW. 


Send this coupon and three penny 
stamps (to cover carriage) to Coleman 
& Co., Ltd., 249, Wincarnis Works, 
Norwich, and you will receive a trial 
bottle of Wincarnis, the world’s 
greatest Restorative, Free. 


NAME 


January 19, 1910. 


AFTER FREE TRIAL, 


Wincarnis can be purchased from 
chemists and grocers that have wine 
licences, also wine merchants. It is 
also sold by the glass and in 1/- flasks 
at hotels, licensed houses, and railway 
station refreshment bars. Wincarnis 
is also prepared with quinine, or iron, 
. or pepsine, or celery, all of which are 
beneficial in suitable cases. 


“THE TaTLER,” 


THE TATLER 


HERE is no more interesting per- 
sonality in the financial or social 
world than Lord Farquhar, who 
is King Edward’s adviser on all 

matters relating to his Majesty’s private 
linancial and business affairs. Lord 
Farquhar is now very wealthy, being a 
director of Parr’s Bank, in which con- 
cern he has a considerable interest, being 
on the directorate of many insurance and 
other important companies. 


tt 


Lo Farquhar began life comparatively 
speaking a poor man. He came of 
an old and distinguished 
but by no means wealthy 
family. He was a younger 
sou—the fhlth as a matter 
of lact—and was originally 
destined for the diplomatic 
service; but diplomacy is 
rather an expensive pro- 
fession, especially for a 
younger son without much 
expectations, and so~ Mr. 
Horace. Farquhar—as Lord 
‘arquhar then was— 
decided to accept the offer 
of the late Sir Charles 
Forbes of Newe, a wealthy 
banker, and went to him 
to learn the banking. busi- 
ness. This was over forty 
years ago when eyen the 
big guns of the financial 
world did not occupy quite 
so ascertained a_ position 
in society as they do to- 
day, and the lesser were 
what might be described 
as being just tolerated by 
the exclusive people at 
whose houses they some- 
times were asked to dine. 
So in entering the banking 
business, especially in a 
minor capacity, young Mr. 
Horace Farquhar was con- 
sidered by some of his 
friends to have done some- 
thing rather beneath the 
dignity of the proud family 
to which he belonged. 
Hovever, Mr. Farquhar 
never letsuch opinions 
influence him for a mo- 
ment; he had secured an 
opportunity of learning an 
honourable and important 
business, and by throwing 
all his energies into his 
work soon showed that he 
possessed great business 
ability. A story is told 
that on one occasion when 
Mr. Farquhar was receiving 
instructions in connection 
with some correspondence on a_ rather 
important matter of business from one 
of the directors of the Forbes bank the 
young secretary, as he then was, drew 
the director’s attention to the fact that 
a certain letter from a correspondent 
bearing on the business was post-dated, 
a fact that he suggested might be of 
material consequence. The director 
merely remarked, however, that the error 
in date was probably a slip of the pen. 
Nothing more was said on the subject; 
but Mr. Farquhar a few days later was 
elected to fill an important position in the 
secretary’s office that had become vacant, 
and was informed by the director already 
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With the Hon. Mrs. George Keppel. 
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Imanmcial Adviser. 


mentioned that his quickness in detecting 
and perceiving the importance of the 
error in the date of the letter had saved 
the bank a good deal of trouble and 
possible loss. 


rom that time onward Mr. Farquhar’s 
advance in business was very rapid, 

and his reputation as a man possessing 
a singularly keen insight into the intri- 
cacies of high finance soon became known 
in the City among men whose dealings 
influence the money markets of the world. 
Some years later Mr. Farquhar joined the 


LORD FARQUHAR 


meetings last season 


banking firm of Sir Samuel Scott and Co. 
and became a director of Parr’s Bank on 
the amalgamation of the two concerns. 
In 1898 he was created Baron Farquhar. 
From his youngest days Lord Farquhar 
has been a great favourite with the Royal 
Family. On the occasion of the marriage 
of the Princess Royal to the Duke of Fife 
he acted, by the way, as the duke’s best 
Man. 


or many years Lord | Farquhar’ has 
enjoyed an intimate [riendship with 

the King, and on his Majesty’s accession 
was at once appointed Master of the 
Household. Lord Farquhar did not 
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A snapshot taken at one of the flat-racing 


intend to hold the position permanently, 
but merely took it up at the King’s 
express desire in order to carry out the 
many reforms in the management of the 
royal household which his Majesty had in 
view. The result of Lord Farquhar’s 
term of office is evident to-day in the 
perfect organisation that prevails in the 
royal establishment, which is beyond 
question more efficiently and economically 
managed than any other royal household 
in Europe. When Lord Farquhar resigned 
his position as Master of the Houseliold he 
did not separate himself altogether from 
the Court, for he is still a lord in waiting. 
King has 


at 

‘Lhe 
friends who occupy 
positions of the greatest 
influence and: importance 
in the financial world, but 
his Majesty never consults 
any of them .on . matters 
relating to his own private 
financial affairs. In such 
matters the King’s sole con- 
fidant and adviser is Lord 
Farquhar. Besides being 
a keen man ot business 
Lord Farquhar has many 
social gifts and isa finished 
courtier. He is a. noted 
judge of works of art, is 
widely read, and his con- 


co bpd 


several 


versation is always inte- 
resting and amusing. - He 


is a lrequent guest at the 
royal. table and is con- 
stantly honoured with the 
presence of their Majesties 
under his own roof. A 
distinguished foreign diplo- 
matist once described Lord 
Farquhar as: being a most 
delightful person who never 
looks tired. Lord Farqu- 
har’s energy and _ vitality 
are indeed remarkable. He 
is a very busy man and 
works hard, but he never 
looks tired or bored. He 
looks as if he enjoyed life 
immensely and found it, as 
he probably does, extremely 
pleasant. WT Ry 


An Old Sensation and a 
New. 

viators tell us that fly- 

ing is one of the most 

delightlul of sensations, but 
of the sensations of avia- 
tion we as yet know little. 
However, one of the most 
entrancing sensations of the 
world never to be lorgotten 
by anyone who has been 
in Venice will soon have passed away— 
that of gliding on the green waters of 
the Adriatic in a gondola. The prosaic, 
hideous mechanical motor boat with its 
gasoline aroma and its sputtering exhaust 
is soon ‘to replace the beautiful romantic 
gondola upon the canal of Venice in spite 
of the protests of many of the English 
people and others who live in the various 
palazzxi on them. Naturally the gondo- 
liers look with disfavour upon the motor 
boats, and open warlare is declared 
between these picturesque and pleasant 
creatures, and the decidedly unpleasant 
species that guide the new vehicle ol 
Venice. 
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Taylor's 


CIMOLITE 


Perfect-Skin: Powder 
PR For-Infant 
; and Mother 


Baby’s health is the first 
consideration. ‘Taylor's 
Cimolite Powderensures 
Baby’s comfort. 


Has the recommendation of 
the most eminent Skin 
Doctors and is regularly 
used in the Royal Nurseries 
of Europe. 


Note Trade Mark, and do not accept substitutes, 
Of all Chemists and Stores, or direct from 
JCHN TAYLOR, Manufacturing Chemist, 
13, Baker Street, Portman Square, W. 


THE 

STARS 
TELL 

You. 


4.000 TESTIMONIALS. 
I willsend a TEST HOROSCOPE 


comprising seven pages and cover 


wn. N 
.].4, Duke St., 
Adelphi, London. W.C. 


The Oxygen 
Tooth Powder 


with its wonderful pro- 
perty of giving up oxy- 
gen, destroys the germs 
which give rise to decay 
of the teeth, oxidises all } 
food particles which 
may lodge between the 
teeth, and sterilises and 
deodorises the whole 
mouth. Itleaves a most 
exquisite sense of clean- 
liness: 


Sold everywhere in dainty metal 
bottles at L/L}. 


In the above Silhouette Lansdowne does not appear so tall as Lloyd George, nor 
he so tall as Asquith, but if measured they will all be found of equal height. 


Sample and booklet post tree from 
Messrs. G. B. KENT & SONS, Ld., 
75, Farringdon Road, London, E.C. 


N.B.—No other equality is to be inferred. 


BEETHAM’S ie 


Lait “Larola” is a perfect emollient milk 
quickly absorbed by the skin, leaving no 
trace of grease or stickiness after use. 
— Allaying and soothing all forms of irrita- 
tion caused by Frost, Cold Winds, and Hard Water, it not only 
PRESERVES THE SKIN 

but beautifies the Complexion, making it SOFT, SMOOTH, 
and WHITE, LIKE THE PETALS OF THE LILY. 


The daily use of Lait ‘ Larola"’ effectually prevents all redness, roughness and chaps, 
and gives a resisting power to the skin surface in changeable weather. 


Delightfully Soothing and Refreshing after Motoring, Golfing, Dancing, etc. 
Bottles, I/=, 1/9, 2/6 each, of. all Chemists and Stores. 


Send us 3d., and we will forward you, in-the-U.K., a box-of-samples of Lait ““Larola" 
Tooth Paste, Rose Bloom, Soap, and our pamphlet on how to improve your complexion, 


M. BEETHAM & ‘SON (Dept. Ta), CHELTENHAM. 


It is just one month since PANKO was 
introduced to the public, and already it has 
eclipsed all its predecessors in popularity. 
Everyone is playing it, because it is a bright and 
fascinating game, full of fun and incident. 


E. T. REED (of ‘‘ Punch’’) 


has drawn the cards in colours—pictures of Politicians, 
Suffragettes, and topical incidents. 

Buy a pack of PANKO now. It will only cost 
you 2/-, and will afford you general laughter and 
amusement for many a long winter evening. 


Panxo can be obtained at all Bookstalls, Stores, or 
Stationers,and from PETER Gurney, Limited, 2, Bream's 
Buildings, Fetter Lane, London, E.C. 


ibe 


THE TATLER 


[No. 447, JANUARY I9, 1910 


GOSSIP THE GREEN-ROOM. 


A New Musical Play. 


v | YHIE best that can be said of Mr. I'rank 
Curzon’s new musical production, Cap- 
tain Kidd, is that he has contrived some 
really wonderful effects upon so small 

a stage as that of Wyndham’s Theatre. In due 

justice, however, it must be added that Miss 

Ellaline Terriss—an artist to her finger- 

tips—sings with all her old daintiness and 

charm some rather unmelodious and inane 
songs, and when the direction will allow 
her acts her part in the most fascinating 
manner possible, while Miss Ivy St. Hellier, 
in a kind of Louie Freear part, is not 
only a clever comédienne but possesses quite 

a beautiful voice, and Mr. Hugh FE. Wright 

has a style somewhat reminiscent of Mr. 

Alfred Lister, but is distinctly funny as 

Simpson, the valet to Captain Kidd. 

a Fc 

Mr. Geytoue Hickat 
ut what can be said of the rest of the 
company? Alas! in the majority of 
instances silence were by far the kinder 
part. But a word must be said of the 
performance given by Mr. Seymour Hicks, 
as not only is he the adapter of the play 
but he has produced it and plays the 
title-véle. The chief fault to be found 
with the acting of Mr. Hicks is that he 
seems to forget that even a piece of the 
calibre of Captain Kidd possesses a certain 


kind of stage illusion which it is dan- 
gerous, if not fatal, to destroy unless 


ample compensation can be given to the 
audience in return. This, on the first 
night at any rate, we cannot l:onestly 
say he achieved, It is certainly not “art” 
to wink at the audience and address it in 
confidential terms about one’s professional 
life or the relationship one bears to the lead- 
ing lady, and we are absolutely certain 


that it is not in the least funny, in spite of the 
fact that some of the more ingenuous pittites 
raised a laugh, to introduce imitations of leading 
actors into a quasi-serious duet even though as 
imitations they may be considered clever taken 
asa thing apart. Probably all these blemishes 
may have been due to nervousness and a first- 


Sarony,- Fifth A 


Who is appearing with great success in ‘‘Herod” in New York. Miss 
Opp, who is one of the most popular actresses in the States, is the 
wife of Mr. ‘‘ Willie’? Faversham, one of New York’s most prominent 


‘‘matinée idols” 


venue, New 


THE LATEST PORTRAIT OF MISS JULIE OPP 


night effort and that in a few days Mr. Hicks 
will have introduced business which is really 
funny and gags which possess a certain pointed 
wit. At the present moment there is too much 
of this kind of dialogue :— 

Broapway Briies: Are you really a ane tng ? 

Caprain Kipp (aside to BOL She takes me for 
a sausage roll. 
To say nothing of other remarks, the good 
taste of which is somewhat’ dubious. 

Ba i Ea 

The Music. 

he music of Mr. Leslie Stuart is in no 

way to be compared to that of 


Flovodora either in .melodiousness or 
originality; but parts of it. are quite 
charming, notably the three opéning 


choruses and Miss Terriss’s song in the 
first act entitled ‘* A Honeymoon in Peru.” 
Nor are the lyrics by Mr. Adrian Ross and 
Mr. George Artiurs anything very striking. 
Indeed, the whole production needs a 
larger infusion of originality and “ go”— 
more especially ‘go Me and here I “must 
hint that-mere restlessness is by no means 
the same thing. Brightened up consider- 
ably, with a greater attempt made to 
stick to the sequence of the story and a 
greater amount of humour gained by 
more legitimate and less personal means, 
there is no doubt but that Captain Nidd 
will quickly become a success. The 
scenery is charming, the music pretty, the 
chorus efficient, the dancing adequate. 
Moreover, the cast contains Miss Ellaline 
Terriss and Mr. Seymour. Hicks, both of 
whom have accounted for the success of 
so many indifferent productions, so that by 
the time these linesare printed Captain Kidd 
may have been thoroughly overhauled and 
improved, and thus bring another triumph 
to Mr: Frank Curzon’s management. 
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i in Skates. 


Also at 


| 
| 
| 
, 


This Skate is of an entirely new 
design that combines STRENGTH 
with LIGHTNESS and PERFECT 
BALANCE, and is suitable both for 
the ExperT and the Novice. 


Bright Finish - 
Dull Plated” - 
Polished Plated 


Steel Wheels. 
- 12/6 per pair. 
- 15/0 ag 16/6 Fy 
> 1 8/6 ” 20/0 ” 


Manufactured a nd sold by— 


Fibre Wheels. 
14/0 per pair. 


A. G. SPALDING @ BROS., 317-318, High Holborn, London, W.C. 


29, HAYMARKET, S.W.; 
CHARLOTTE STREET, EDINBURGH; and 57, NEW STREET, BIRMINGHAM, 
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The AERO” | 


MADE OF BEST 
ROLLED STEEL 
THROUGHOUT 


British Design, 
British Made by 
British Workmen. 


It can he supplied hoth in the ADJUSTABLE AND RIGID STYLES, and in three different finishes. 


78, CHEAPSIDE, E.C.; 


No Castings 
Used. 


British Patent 6587709. 


Aluminium Wheels. 
16/0 per pair. 
18/6 5 
22/0 ” 


3, SOUTH 
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